io     SONG FOR THE CENTENARY OF
From the west wind's verge even to the arduous east's
The splendour of the shadow that it flings Makes fire and storm in heaven above the feasts
Of men fulfilled with food of evil things ; Strikes dumb the lying and hungering lips of priests, Smites dead the slaying and ravening hands of kings ; Turns dark the lamp's hot light, And turns the darkness bright As with the shadow of dawn's reverberate wings ; And far before its way Heaven, yearning toward the day, Shines with its thunder and round its lightning rings ;
And never hand yet earlier played With, that keen sword whose hilt is cloud, and fire its blade.